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	1. Kandahar

There was a hum about the dusty village. Children ran circles around them in curious excitement, women cooked with foreign spices and old men talked up a storm with one another over long games of cards. The language was a symphony that Lexa couldn't understand, though it didn't make much difference. There was familiarity found in the humanity of these people and it was enough to stir memories of home deep within her gut. She pushed the feelings aside and righted herself, focusing on the objective instead.

"Were not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy." Lincoln broke her concentration and saddled up beside her with a lofty grin as they trudged on beneath the midday heat, shouldering their men into the heart of the thick of it between narrow roads with derelict houses sandwiched either side.

"There's no place like home." Lexa elbowed her brother and shook her head. "I'm thinking of buying a timeshare here, Kandahar has nothing on Mom." she sighed and shielded the sun with her palm.

"You talk to her?"

"Have you?" she eyeballed him.

"It's you she's angry with, you told her you'd be home for Thanksgiving. You know you're the favourite foster kid."

"That's not true."

"Aden doesn't count he's still a baby."

"His reading level is higher than yours." Lexa smirked and loosened the cap of her canteen, "We shouldn't do this anyway, we agreed to keep family talk back home. It's easier if nobody knows." she said decisively, taking a deep glug of water. "Jones, Montgomery," she eyed two of her best soldiers. "I need two fireteams mobile, we start searching the houses for the insurgents. Intel came in that they were spotted around here two days ago."

"Two days ago? Ma'am, they could be halfway to Kabul by now." Jones furrowed his brow and marched up, he was in his mid-thirties, shaggy stubble with hints of grey bleeding through that made him look older but that was nothing new, not out here. He had a broad Brooklyn accent and everything always sounded so much more urgent and so much more pointed because of it.

"Jones, your platoon commander gave you an order." Lincoln lowered his voice into the gravelly deep-toned territory that he normally reserved for recruits.

"Of course," the soldier nodded and stood a little taller. "Sergeant, Lieutenant." he nodded and span back on his feet, hollering at his men and pointing them in different directions.

"He did have a point." Lincoln leaned into his sister's ear, discretely.

"Until O'Malley comes back from R&R I'm your platoon commander too, remember that." Lexa scolded him and pointed her finger. She checked the safety over her rifle, tightened the straps of her vest and felt for her kit with an automatic muscle memory that came with the job. She finally sighed under the weight of his eyes, they weighed right into the side of her head with no mirth until she relented. "Take Alpha squad back to camp and I'll search the vehicles, we probably won't find anything here. Someone might as well get lunch."

"Ma'am," Lincoln saluted and put on a show, he turned on his feet, rallying back up the little stoned cobbles towards his men. "Alpha move out!" his voice roared with a deep echo as he disappeared round the corner.

There was a tiny speck of mirth that weighed into the corners of her lips as the sound of organised chaos followed Lincoln. She did things by the book, down to every full stop, comma and semicolon. Lincoln was an exception, a glaring paradox to the rule, she knew she ought to tell company command that he was her foster brother, that they knocked and rattled around the system together when they were little. There was an intimacy forged in that truth and it ran deeper than blood, but it could wait for another day, or so she told herself.

"Ma'am," the radio attached to her uniform buzzed and vibrated with white noise. "Fireteam is up and on the ground." Montgomery announced.

"Good," she clicked the button and held the radio. "Get on top of the roof above that building at the bottom of the street. I want the second fireteam here to search the vehicles with me—"

Lexa stopped in her tracks as she walked besides the first dinged out rusted white van. It was parked outside of the school opposite the butchers. Maybe it was just a school bus, maybe it belonged to a son or a brother to help take elderly relatives to prayer, there were a number of innocent reasons and yet she couldn't settle on a single one. There were no hanging holy ornaments over the mirror and there was no family pictures stuffed into the side of the pulled down visor and it rose her suspicion.

Carefully, deftly, she sunk to her knees and shone her flashlight under the belly of the van. "Specialist Jones?" she clicked the button on her radio and paused, face pressed against the dirt as she inched closer under the body of the vehicle, licking her lips.

"Lieutenant?" his voice crackled through the frequency.

"Woods." she smiled and breathed and pretended these things were okay. "You can call me Woods."

"I'll stick with Lieutenant if it's all the same to you, ma'am."

"Sure, Specialist." she inched closer, her knuckles white around the flashlight. "Evacuate the area and get me EOD down here." she called it in, examining the wires that wrapped around the axle and connected to what looked like a cellphone, she could just about see that much in the compromised light.

"Ma'am, have you found something?"

"No, Jones. I'm fixing to have a goddamn slumber party with the bomb squad." she hissed and rolled her eyes. There was a pause, maybe more of a hum, her eyes adjusted to the light and it confirmed her suspicions. "Yes," she sighed with an ache. "Suspected explosive device outside the school." she released her thumb off the radio and arched her neck to catch a glimpse of the rooftop. "Fireteam, you in position?"

"Setting up now, ma'am."

"Good." she nodded and breathed again, ducking back beneath the chassis. "Designated marksman, confirm you have eyes on me."

"Got you in my sights." Montgomery hummed with a soft southern drawl as he stared through the eye of his rifle and Lexa felt a little better for it.

"Do these khakis make my ass look big?" she tried to laugh, shuffling her torso further towards the device to get a better look.

"Between you and me, Woods, I'm into that."

"You better pray they send me home in a body bag before I can tell your wife, Montgomery." Lexa rolled her eyes. "How far out is the bomb squad?" she shuffled and shimmied back out from beneath the van, jumping to her feet and dusting herself off. "We need to evacuate the school from the rear exit, you working on that Jones?"

"Enemy fire!" Jones buzzed through the radio, bullets firing and whizzing past. "It's hot."

"Ma'am, you should make your way back. Hostile fire engaged, I repeat, hostile fire engaged." Montgomery radioed through as she jogged back to the rhythm of bullets, over little ditches towards the narrow roads for cover, she was sweating and her hands were trembling and her gut churned in the way it always did on the days she lost someone; like a sixth sense, though she'd never tell anyone that.

There was a tiny cry, a small thing, she looked over her shoulder and there he was. The boy was no older than six, maybe seven at a push, he was crouched by the door of the school. Bullets whizzing past as he tried his very best to take steps towards the gate before pulling himself back and freezing beside the pillar.

"Get inside!" she shouted at the boy, waving her arms furiously.

He stared straight through her, scared and afraid, he called out something in Pashto. Lexa wasn't fluent but she heard _want_ and _papa_ and that was all it took for her to start marching back towards the school yard. 'You've got to be kidding me.' she growled beneath her breath, wiped her brow and breathed a deep huff. "Is the back road behind the school clear?" she clicked the button to her radio.

"All quiet." Montgomery answered. "Hostile fire coming from the apartment block. One clean shot and I'll have him."

"You better take your shot fast, I'm going for the boy." she bit her lip and ran back beneath a hail of bullets, ducking as windows shattered with enemy fire. She was clear of the white dinged out van, she knew that much. She'd jumped the school wall too, maybe a metre or two away from the kid when she saw the orange circles in his pupils and his mouth open wide.

Like time had slowed to a zenith state, she heard the crack of the explosion, like god's war cry it deafened her with it's boom. Instantaneously, she lept for the boy and felt the pressure and heat from the explosion propel them into the pillar.

The dust whipped up into a great storm around them and her head was wet, she couldn't move but she knew it was wet, dripping into the back of her uniform and making her neck sticky. She wished she'd listened to Indra, wished she went home like she was supposed to.

She should have gone home for Thanksgiving.

…

The waiting room smelt artificial and clean. The idea that it was somebody's sole purpose within this hospital to polish and sanitize and hide the laments of death and illness had always been an issue for her in this profession. It was so late into the night it was almost early morning. The coffee machine was broken and there was nobody around to share these little troubles between knowing sighs or shakes of their heads. Instead Clarke shivered and blinked. She got the call as soon as she came out of a boring, routine surgery and drove all the way from Alliance, Ohio to Gary, Indiana without stopping.

There had been shrapnel damage to the parietal and temporal lobes, the soldier was in bad shape, she knew these things and yet still she was on the praecipe of her own excitement. She would fix this unfixable thing and even if she couldn't, she would be a better doctor for trying.

"Nice of you to show up, Dr. Griffin." the attending surgeon finally looked up from his computer as he finished the last of his admin. "You're in this military hospital as an esteemed guest, the least you can do is get here at a decent hour." he sneered and pushed forward a case file.

He was an older man, light blue eyes and silvering hair, maybe late fifties. He'd seen a traumatic brain injury or two in his lifetime and she could see that about him in his manner. There were brain injuries and then there were _brain injuries_, military cases, shrapnel wounds and craniocerebral penetration and the dirty messy hard stuff that would make her better at her job.

"I'm sorry, Major Hughes." she took the folder and folded her coat over her other arm. "It's admirable work you're doing out here." she conceded with a little nod and flipped open the folder. "So, Lt. Woods? When can I meet him?" she hummed.

"She," he added with a pause. "Was repatriated home two days ago. You wanted a soldier with a traumatic brain injury for your programme, here she is." he moved around the desk and swiped the door to the critical care unit, holding it open for her.

"What are your observations?" she walked through.

"Decorticate response to pain stimuli but other than that?" he glanced at her with a tight little frown and Clarke couldn't help but wonder how many young soldiers passed through his care with the same bad prognosis, not this one though, not if she could help it. "Dr. Griffin," he cleared his voice with a little cough, "Lieutenant Woods suffered a stroke during evacuation, that and the cranial damage... I doubt she'll talk again, let alone be able to walk or care for herself." he frowned, moving back towards the door.

"How confident are you?"

"When pigs fly, Dr. Griffin. Lieutenant Woods will be up and out of that bed." he bit down on his lip and hung the chart at his side, "Feel free to get some rest in an on call room, I imagine you'll be wanting her folks to sign the release papers in the morning to take her back to Alliance."

"Yeah." Clarke scratched her head. "Thanks, again."

"I don't know why you're thanking me, Dr. Griffin. God rest her soul, but she's beyond help." he looked towards the hospital room door and there was a sadness to him, a softness, it blurred through his demeanor and he cared about this girl, he cared about all of them. It made it all the more bittersweet.

"We'll see about that." she whispered, flicking open her chart.


	2. Gary, Indiana

Clarke tossed and turned, the hiss of the air vent blurred the silence of the room and the monotonous sounds of the hospital outside seeped under the door and disturbed anything that closely resembled sleep. She knitted her eyes tighter together and rolled over for a cool bit of pillow, her brain too busy with little quantitative details from her research. It was nothing new. Ever since she was a little girl her brain was always too busy and frenetic, too clever.

It was her dad who steered her towards all of this. If she tried hard on her worst days, she could still see him lying there speechless and lame, a teddy bear clutched under one arm and her mother's hand squeezing hers so tight her fingers might drop off, the doctors worked around him in that little bed and tried to fix something impossible. It seemed so silly at the time, seeing that great hulk of a man with his gigantic dad arms and stubbly face asleep in such a tiny bed. The doctors tried to beat death at his own game whilst still playing to the house rules and they lost, but there was something important about staring an impossible thing in the eye and trying anyway. She didn't understand it at the time, the understanding came later, but the feeling of saving a life, of beating death even if the whole game is rigged anyway… it was something else entirely.

The noise that seeped under the door grew more pointed and frantic under the weight of fast-paced footsteps heading down the corridor. It sounded exciting and she couldn't help herself, slipping on her scrubs and a loaned M.D jacket, she slipped out the door and followed the sound of nurses rushing and scuttling like lemmings near the cliff.

"Lieutenant Woods," she whispered to herself as the lemmings lead her to a familiar hospital room, scuttling in and out as they paged for a specialist, the bigger ones hauling in to hold the thrashing animal to the bed as she growled and huffed under the weight of her failing body. She was beautiful, so alive, completely and utterly there and vibrant.

"Is she your patient?" one of the nurse's looked up from the bed with a bit of hope as she removed the last of the ventilator from her gagging throat.

"She is now." Clarke took a step towards the bed and the nurse released her hold on Lexa's wrist like a clip holding a spring loaded barrel. "You can leave." she nodded at the nurses, waiting patiently for them to file out of the room.

"Are you sure—"

"Leave." Clarke lowered her stare, waiting.

The Lieutenant thrashed as much as she could and as hard as she could for an impressive length of time. Long dark hair stuck to her forehead, damp and thick, the long strands hid the slope and slack of the left side of her face but her eyes were dark wild things. Clarke felt guilty for wondering about the sights they had seen, the people who had those eyes to thank for their lives, there must have been a few.

"You're okay." Clarke stepped closer, whispering, gentle.

The Lieutenant did her best to fight, she grew tired under the strain of her thrashing until she was a heaving pile, eyes wide, slurred vowels falling out of her dry mouth, the left side of her body didn't work and the right side of her body had lost all dexterity and she was stuck somewhere in the middle like a caged animal.

"Lieutenant Woods—"

The Lieutenant's eyes grew wider and her lips mashed together though nothing came other than an indescribable elongated vowel sound, it grew louder and frightened.

"Lieutenant," Clarke tried again to little avail, she walked around the bed, pulled her coat off so the soldier didn't have anything to grasp onto for leverage. "Lexa," she finally said her name and the Lieutenant's eyes shot up and stared at hers like she'd just woken from a nightmare. "It's okay, you're okay." Clarke whispered, grabbing her shoulders. "You're safe now, I swear it."

Lexa was still, eyes locked, her body still chuffing under the weight of her protest.

"You were in a coma, Lieutenant. Do you remember what happened?" Clarke grabbed her hand and sat beside the bed and felt the concern well up inside of her in a capacity she didn't hold for her other patients. They were transient. Lieutenant Woods was something so entirely different, her failing body was a lock and Clarke was up against time to find the key. it felt strange to think of somebody like that, to see another human being in such an objective way, but it was necessary and this was important, so much more important than either of them.

Lexa looked around for a moment and her eyes fluttered in quick little successions of one another before they stared back at the doctor holding her hand with curiosity and held focus once again. Clarke recognised it, she saw it in her Alzheimer's patients when their memory began to fade. Memory loss; the first indicator of what she was up against.

"Hey, Lexa, it's okay." Clarke tried her name on for size and shuffled closer, she smelt like smoke, like cedarwood, maybe cotton, maybe all of it and Clarke didn't know why she noticed any of those little things but she did. "Do you remember what happened to you?"

Lexa shook her head, barely.

"Okay." Clarke nodded, squeezing her hand. "You were involved in an explosion trying to save a little boy—"

She saw it rush back into Lexa like a tide. It rose up high behind her eyes and crashed against her gut and the foam frothed in the back of her throat and she could hear it through the growl and noise that fell out of her mouth. There was a sudden staunchness to her, an absolute stiffness as the memory dribbled back.

"B-buh," Lexa tried, fumbling to grab Clarke's hand with an indescribable urgency. "B-buh." she tried and Clarke watched the girl's heart fracture into two at this realisation that words now failed her.

"Relax, you're safe now." Clarke tried to soothe her, hush her, wiping back hair that hung in her face. "You were involved in an explosion, Lieutenant, there was some shrapnel damage to the parts of your brain that help control how you walk and talk…" she said softly and quietly but it did nothing to keep the air in Lexa's chest. "When they airlifted you to the field hospital, you had a stroke on the way. You've been in an induced coma since to give your brain the best chance to heal."

"B-buh" Lexa tried and clenched her eyes with frustration, flecks of spit in the corner of her mouth.

"Brain damage?" Clarke tried.

"B-buh-buh," Lexa stuttered and her fist wound tighter.

"The boy?" Clarke tried again and the lightbulb flickered on in her head.

Lexa fell into the pillows with something that resembled a nod.

Clarke grabbed the file from the side of the table, flipping through to the operation detail in the back, she scanned paragraph after paragraph and quickly decided the whole thing deserved an in depth read but on she scanned until she came to the paragraph she was looking for.

_...unidentified boy, dead on arrival._

She looked up at the soldier just as the bottom dropped out of her gut, she did her best to hide it, the words grew dry on her lips and now it was her turn to be speechless and stutter. She looked away, glanced back down to the file and made sure the words hadn't magically changed to what the soldier wanted to hear. There was pensive silence that filled the room and Clarke could hear her waiting for an answer.

"He's doing well." she lied through her teeth and kept her stare on the file. "Really well." she nodded and closed it with a snap.

A sob wracked Lexa's body and her eyes glistened with relief, she had nothing except for this, just a tiny little bit of something that meant this didn't happen all for nothing. "Th-th-tha," she stuttered and stopped herself, offering a little nod instead.

"I better let you get some rest, Lieutenant, your family will be here tomorrow and then we can all figure out how we're going to get you back in those combats." Clarke whispered and grinned, rising out of the chair. She should have felt guilty for lying about something so important, she should have but she didn't and it was all for that tiny look of hope in her eyes that was barely lost to the left side of her drooping face. Destroying the only thing this impossibly brave woman had left would be somebody else's job, she decided, not hers.

Lexa pawed at her hand, her eyes grew wide and Clarke could tell from the look of her that she wasn't used to being scared of anything.

"You want me to stay?" Clarke sat back down.

There was a little nod.

"Fine." Clarke sighed through a smile and sat back down, "I'm Dr. Griffin, Lieutenant."

Lexa shook her head and there was a little turn to the corner of her lip, something that looked like a smile. Clarke looked up, just in time to see her reach to the file resting on the bed and point to one word between the little components of her name. Lexa.

"Lexa it is then. I'm Clarke." there was a pause, but it didn't feel uncomfortable or weighty. "I need to do some basic exercises with you to assess the damage—"

Lexa rolled her eyes and Clarke couldn't help but smirk.

"At least we know your personality is intact." the doctor patted her bicep and leaned back in her chair, swinging her legs over the the arm rest. "I'm not much for poking and prodding people… why don't we just have a conversation and I can test your short term memory, you won't even know I'm doctoring over you." she played with her pen and earned a quirked brow. "Yes, I know it'll be a pretty one sided conversation but do you think you can hold this?" Clarke read her mind expertly and placed the pen in her grasp.

The dexterity in her hand was gone and the grasp was lazy and slow, the pen rolled down the slope of her thumb and Clarke found herself reaching out to grasp it. "Here." she said quietly, holding her hand tight around the soldier's as she pushed her clipboard underneath the point of the pen. "I'll help you."

…

The family huddled round in the waiting room. It was a little strange, all of their complexions melded into a flow of different skin tones and Clarke found herself wondering how it all came to be. They seemed nice. There was the mother and the strapping son and the little scrappy kid that was no doubt the apple of her eye. They were just a normal family, like all the others that came and went in the waiting room looking for news. A normal family with an extraordinary daughter.

"Hi," she cleared her throat. "You must be the Woods." she stuck her hand out and the strapping son took it firmly in his own.

"Lincoln." he replied, keeping her hand firm in his giant paw. "This is my ma and this," he wrapped his arm around the boy and pulled him close into his chest. He had a light brown shaggy mop of hair and two light green eyes that stared up at her and she felt the weight of his expectations above the others. "This is Aden." he smiled.

"Aden," Clarke knelt down and smiled, "I bet you've been worried about Lexa, huh?"

He just about nodded.

"She's doing well, she's strong!" Clarke grinned and clasped his arm, he smiled back, there was a little bounce to him and she saw the relief in all their faces. "She's awake now. I'm not supposed to let family onto the unit but if you put this on…" she took off her doctor's coat and wrapped it around his shoulders, fiddling with the lapels, her stethoscope was the finishing touch and he looked like a dapper little M.D. "I bet we could sneak in there with no one noticing."

As if this was a tiny military operation all unto himself, he puffed out his chest and nodded. "Come on, Linc." he stood up and pulled his big brother by the arm and nearly dragged him the entire way past the nurse's station.

"Mrs Woods—" Clarke turned back to the woman who stayed sitting, bags between her feet, shoulders set in the same absolute staunchness she saw in the soldier last night.

"Indra." she swallowed, "I'm not a Mrs."

"Sorry."

"No need to be, I'm certainly not." she shook her head, "He's a gentle boy, you know." she sighed and looked down the corridor after Aden and Lincoln as they waited inconspicuously around the swipe-key door to the unit.

"She… Lexa... woke up last night." Clarke brought the subject back to where she needed it. "Indra, I know the doctors here told you there wasn't much hope—"

"Much hope?" Indra flashed her a trying look. "Dr. Griffin, the doctors told me my only daughter would never walk or talk again and I've spent the last week sifting through care homes trying to figure out how I'm going to afford getting her the help she needs so she doesn't rot away in a V.A hospital somewhere." she bit her lip and her eyes were alight, "Much hope is an overstatement."

"I'm going to help her." Clarke blurted it out, fingers tight around her chart. "Pro-bono. I work for Alliance City Hospital in Ohio as a specialist neurosurgeon, it's a long shot but Lexa is a perfect candidate for the research I'm working on."

"I… don't understand."

"The shrapnel damage to her brain is… complex." Clarke scratched her head and thought best on how to put it in layman's terms. To call it a beautiful catastrophe or a clinical masterpiece seemed morbid but it was what she thought and felt. "The shrapnel is so small there would be no way of removing it from the brain mass without causing catastrophic collateral damage to the surrounding tissue, but, if I could work with her on a programme of stem cell therapy right into the damage itself, there's a small chance it could heal with time."

"Heal as in, heal?"

"Heal as in heal." Clarke nodded her head. "All I would need is for you to sign release forms so I can bring her back to Ohio. This treatment… it's never been done before."

"But you think you can fix her?" Indra raised her hand cautiously and the words were still ringing in her ear.

"Yes." Clarke puffed up her chest and nodded.

"What are the risks?" Lincoln spoke up from behind with stern eyes and nearly made them both jump out of their skin.

"Lincoln," Indra bit the inside of her lip.

"No, Ma! We're not sending her away just because some doctor wants to play Frankenstein. Not until we know everything we need to know."

Clarke waited for a natural pause or lull to jump in, "I know this is scary for you—" she tried.

"No, you don't." he stared at her. "Take us to see my sister. This is something we need to discuss as a family."

…

"Her memory isn't great." she blurted as they stood by the window. "She's prone to bouts of aggression too. The chemistry in her brain, it's not working properly right now… she can't talk either."

"Why are you telling us this?" Lincoln bit and didn't afford her an inch of a glance as they held their stare through the open blinds at the figure in the bed.

"Because you need to hear it." she frowned and reached for the handle to the door. "Come in when you're ready. I just need to fill in a quick observation report and then I can get out of your hair." she said over her shoulder before the door closed.

"Cl-cl-clar," Lexa's eyes fluttered.

"You know, normally when I spend the night with girls I've just met they rarely remember my name." Clarke raised her brows and chuckled, she was impressed, though she wouldn't let that much on. Lexa's scans were horrific, there was metal in all the most essential parts of her, little chunks of it, lighting up her scans like the stars at night and she shouldn't be able to smile or synthesize information but she can and it's marvellous, wondrous even.

"Do you remember where you are?" Clarke flipped the sheet over her clipboard and started to jot and scribble things down. The soldier nodded as best she could.

"Do you remember what happened?"

Lexa held her stare and it was decimating… the way she looked at Clarke was something else entirely, she nodded again but this time there was a little smile and she was bizarrely at peace with it.

"I've got an observation report I need to fill in but there's a young gentleman suitor outside whose stolen my coat and stethoscope to sneak in here and see you. I think he's going to lose his mind if we don't invite him in." she waved her hand at the door, beckoning for her little brother.

"N-n-nuh," Lexa's eyes grew wide and she tried to move, tried sink into the bed and hide herself but it was too late, the door was open and Aden was there, eager and grinning from ear to ear. Clarke turned just in time to see the look of horror... but it was too late.

"Lexa!" Aden grinned, piling over wires and little extensions of the hospital right into his sister's side to hug her but she was frozen stiff.

"Easy buddy," Clarke leaned over and stopped him accidentally tugging on the wires that burrowed beneath her skin. "She's still a little sore."

"Can she hear me?" Aden's voice was tiny as he pulled back, resting his head beside hers.

Lexa's lips gave way to a little smile, though her eyes watered and her lips wobbled and her neck burned red and her shoulders shook. It was there and he saw it before anyone else.

"Sure she can hear you, she just can't—"

Lexa flashed her a look, it was a warning that Aden was off limits, not to be spoiled by these unfortunate truths of what she couldn't do rather than what she could. Clarke's eyes softened and she bit her lip and mouthed a tiny sorry at her.

"What can't she do?" Aden looked up.

"Tapdance." Clarke cleared her throat. "Not yet at least."

"She can't dance..." Aden laughed in that innocent way and Lexa was somehow stronger for listening to it. "she's really bad." he gave way to another chuckle.

Lexa lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers into his side. It didn't tickle, there wasn't enough force behind it, but like a puppy Aden played along anyway and squirmed to make her happy.

"I think she politely disagrees." Clarke added, scribbling more notes. She looked up just in time to see the soldier shoot her a little look out of the corner of her eyes, if she could talk, she would have said something dry and funny. She was that kind of person and Clarke could see it in her. "Don't look at me, he's the one who said you're a bad dancer."

"Hey Mowg… we were worried about you." Lincoln stood by the door with Indra at his side, as if there was an invisible wall the separated them so completely now he didn't move further into the room.

"Y-y-you," Lexa pulled herself up and her voice was angry and her teeth gnashed and the slouch in the side of her face was obvious. There was a heat that exuded from her and it catched the room alight.

"Lexa—" his voice broke.

The beast beat out the woman and she thrashed and clawed with no thought for her gentle little brother who jumped back off the bed. "Y-y-you!" she gritted her teeth and growled from the very bottoms of her chest and the rage shook her entirely.

"What's going on?" Aden looked between them all, he reached out and grabbed Lexa's shoulder and she somehow shook him off and Clarke watched the way he pulled it back with hurt brimming in his eyes. She muttered unintelligible words to herself and her nose began to bleed and Aden had a front row seat for all of it.

"Help her." he pleaded with a tiny voice.

"Okay, Aden… Buddy, I need you to wait outside." Clarke reassured him and snapped on surgical gloves and lowered the hospital bed flat, the soldier's muscles began to contract and convulse and all Clarke could was gently hold on to her, keeping her head steady in her hands as her body gave into it, legs shaking and mouth foaming.

"What's happening?" Lincoln grabbed the boy.

"I need you to wait outside."

"I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what's going on—"

"I am trying to help your sister if you'd let me do my job!" Clarke yelled at him and kept Lexa steady, never for a second forgetting to keep her neck stabilized. "You're okay, I've got you. It's okay." she whispered to the soldier and felt silly for it, none the less, she hushed her and tried her best.

The room belonged to them once more and Clarke saw her through long after the convulsions stopped and she began to stir back around. She dabbed at the bloody nose with cotton and hummed a little song she remembered from times she'd since forgotten, stroking her head, they stayed that way for minutes that rolled right into minutes long after her body ceased in it's revolt.

"Is she okay?" Lincoln appeared in the doorway.

"Yeah… grand-mal seizure, they're common with the type of brain damage she has." Clarke frowned over shoulder, gently blotting away at her nose still. "I'm sorry I yelled at you."

"Don't be… Lexa lives for when someone puts me in my place." he scratched the back of his head and tried to pretend to be above these things. "We just, we love her a lot, you know?" his voice broke.

"I know." she promised, "It's scary but please, think about letting me take her back for the research." Clarke's eyes softened. "Your sister is a perfect candidate but she's not just some guinea pig, not to me, if you let me help her I can use the research to help other people too… other soldiers with brain injuries worse than hers."

"Worse than hers?"

"Believe me." Clarke settled and she sat back in the chair beside the bed, "I have seen brain injuries that are just... hopeless." she let out a little sigh and felt the weight of those cases on her shoulders. "But the research I'm doing? If I can help your sister, one day I might be able to help someone who never would have had a chance before this."

"She's that important?"

"Right now, your sister is the most important person in the world to me. I want to help her, if you'll let me."

"And if you can't?" Lincoln's voice burned and his eyes welled up again but he hid these slights well.

"Then at least we gave her the chance she deserved."

Lincoln offered a deep thoughtful nod and stood from the chair, he walked back out of the room but lingered by the door frame just for a second to watch over her. "We'll sign the papers before we leave." he whispered and kept his eyes on his sister, she looked almost peaceful and it seemed bitterly ironic.

"It's not my place to ask… but what was that about? Why was she angry with you?" Clarke pried and kicked herself immediately, she could never just leave things, she was always too intrigued and frenetic.

"Fix her up and she'll be able to tell you that story herself." he offered a sad little smile and walked out of the door without another word.


End file.
